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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

DREAMS 

You curve your body into a vibrant ball, 
Dead drunk with sleep. 

I have no part in your slumber-scheme at all, 
I cannot strike that deep. 

You hold me insecurely in your life 

As a sand-dune holds trees. 

I say, "It is five months — I am your wife." 

What shadow facts are these? 

I put my hand into your breast. It lies 

Unowned, apart. 

While more familiar hands . . . and lips . . . and eyes 

Press close around your heart. 



SUDDENLY 

We have a gray room. The walls are gray and bare. 
I have hung pictures and set flowers there. 
I have made curtains with wide and snowy hem 
For our tiny windows to make the best of them. 

You look at me. Your look is still and gray. 
Your look is cool and dim and far away. 
I cannot open the stubborn husks that shut 
Your heart away like the kernel in a nut. 
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